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’ , Y the Intensely Family, the family w Tt 
_— ' ope ’ ) 
TO THE SUBSCRIBERS OF THE MIRROR. t : 
‘ es tha Any « I his we ire, a 
family as those Great Orators and Writers « 
— : : — , 
With this number we send the plate for March last W drag this family name, by t ve ur of 
s month we shall also send the one for April; and as the plates mentally vacant sentence of t Bins = 
are now rapidly coming in, there will be no more disappointments stand the fatigue of everv ssible s« ‘ 
One every three or four weeks will in a few months enal sto . + they get puzzled w whateve the 
} m leted nledge of one plate for each month ' 
sav we iare comple ou ! fag tf f } « i 1 ‘ the weather They wert do es ’ ( le 
s plate of Mr. Claude Intensely is the first of a scenes of these Great Intenselys: the modellers, pat 
which will given, from time to time, as they are finis! sense, creators of whatsoever the mass of t 
V e engravers. Each picture will show one of t four of this and done that is viv fervid tense. extra 
I 1 e t f ) I 
remarkable family at his own peculiar diversio hemoth-like, nay, somew viva a 
T } } litor nroc P i the 9 — P 
The subscribers may remember that the editor pro ned the and station Too clear ~s Mr. Thomes 
heoming of the last plate, in glowing terms, saying it was heenes = a tome we , . 
very beautiful ; this he did more on the representation of the er Our heroes eat men. whose distine 
iver than his own very hasty glance Ihe plate turned out to ronoeae strate \ , cidents 
' j 
} , BR « f manehir } s promised , 
be ot the finished piece of workn up which was promis pography, in sever arterly ers 
and paid for d which we mean always to furnish with tne four brothers: an eve : very @ 
Mirror But there wasr t { were b ted nd could 
{irror ut there was no remedy, we were belated, and fellows. whose wavs w . i 
avoid sending it as it was [he excuse of the artist was nev > thro , . " evertheles 
f time It cost us as much as if he had spent some weeks a : Pee aes ; 
r . Ineed the clea t nea he prom! j \ 
it. ar , edt thing sed we { j ‘ 
it, and produced the elegant thing he promised. But chat of intense dev ohiscte ‘ 
C yt been satished with respect to our promise concerning d pursuit. This « at ed t ‘ = 
t: realizing that it was not the elegantly finished work we om sinnk = —s er . 
ed it si ld be, and that our subscribers had reason to com Pe eer a ‘ 
r so i ( 
ur See ry no other way of honoural set g@ the affair sail 
> ” cet h ys aw y 
lremoving all unpleasant feeling on our part, we have co sheie Aiiteant snbauni 4 . . 
aA ta bt the account by sending ht , her on¢ 
" »t ance the a ) yv send g with 8 r ¢ ter directed these va at < 
e former plates of the Mirror e new subst ers Wi able aim. the ac « supert s Ww 
sider it worth saving; and those who have t already may . owise whatsoeve los ‘ 
e displeased with having a small present for a friend snlier. as you shall sec It was t sntens 
' i ‘ , ] ‘ - 
We repeat the following notice, (given in February last,) for of these men who P tf chem. w 
information of our new subscribers from fervid « e, their wr yilir 
& err mapers t out of th i had } te num- ' 
pay s ou his I had one plate nun a garret, this slave, wort Moe 
eT med } aince from ¢) tremit he United 
re ed a few days since from the extremity of the I d garret of one of hist “s ore mane 
. 
States hen sent away it was folded eas ust he ned 
W he ent away it was folded as usual: when returned lot of ctraw. with o Gued a glassy ey 
s foldec rent! 0 as to take up as small a space as . , 
1 ed differc vy, so t take pas small aspace a star that shone down | i n g 1 ‘ 
ssible. Being one of the numbers printed on paper so hard and a , = ne 
I i ) ‘ en ss 
' 1] it +} f it ) = 
s niged t« 1 s 11 was please “ 
I was oblige ) IVE © « .l wa pleased 1 — = senuale « , é 
} 
' ortunity of trying an experiment this worst of all ’ P ' sw ‘ ri ( 
er; for when returned it was so npled, mashed, squeeze 1, row 
ned, &c. as tos ass any thing I { ever seer the Mr. Handel I oe 
I a» there is hat tle diff ty ving their reas ae ' This « 
‘ vlert a +t the r r of the s t tr 
$s pert \ ! t I gy « ma notwith oreatness, yen ape aed : 
4 Let two towels we wring them nearly dry, and [ » than ds . P of 
e¢ paper betwet them t s periectiv damp, ther iV he had vig \ ahe . vy. to 
+ tol an 
apiece of ¢ 1 or INKE av a sheet ol paper on it, and iron vw there. every Vv the we f I 
t } ly 
ror $1 wo s d ‘ 
i a ‘ the 1 you will make 1 often all F y 
As amnoot! f ‘ ye Y ’ ‘ hot-pressed . 
s smooth as it was (as 1s really the case ) pressed I davs { Ww y his firs ‘ P y 
er returned, after g g¢ through this ?¢ cess, Was as smootn enscly from 8 : te e der 
s } | - slded s tic yr] mnor ' . . 
ii never ce 1 ( I Is par 1ariy T a extent and intensity e exper ‘ His 
e plate mbers t no time will be lost by this process or alueat invariable 6 : — 
ber for the tew minutes spent ins g e€ papers symphonv « so « ‘ 
re re than saved in the fa ty with whi you can read a ouac ed y p we wro 
8 sheet, saying nothing about the advantage to the eves he disdained t 1 ct j 
\ t r s | “ riec nf c¢ o t s t 
oot-rea s Car 1 pe c nae 1 } hereafter exhit 1 ora ca t ve rr 
i re Is no mistake ere F v s direction and your Mirror m him at an ensely teres i é 
\ 0 t | ‘ t post office ‘ nal r 
t K Ke e same y you receive from the po T tionate, yea most pater and and-pater 
i Ww T { ha it edia ts ) it t 
WW . . ‘ "a% o clock the mor g.a d there € is das 
THE ENGRAVING, 
now tar, h ng the neig ~woUuTHOed Ww “wa 
‘ . i bringing the sicepless family down ar at 
INCIDENTS OF THE INTENSELY FAMILY. 
c ot es to € t t that he \ t s 
we . > —e st r t 
Fianst.—OF MR. CLAUDE INTENSELY, THE PAINTER re B a re roi 
- nnot listen to. and hence rl s 
Time and Tide wait for no mar “= ' : =o owe 
- becomes a reat ! e ot ¢ t be wee 
Engraved by A. L. Dick, from a drawing by R. W. Buss 
specially interest e« nthea 0 8 ( 
ILLUSTRATED BY RICHARD ADAMS LOCKE Mr. Euclid Intensely, the s j thes 
was a great stud of witchcraft This w 
. , , 4 
W ve dertaken discourse ere ra tle, as Mr nence No « rer nse e was vet ‘ 
7 } } 
i as Carlyle would sav, on a certa family of remarkable perusal, re-perusal, and inward es ' 
who live itl last ce rv their f $ and appearances that performed y s 
ary + wet and givers occas ~ what ideas artists sciences of astrology and cacac yw P 
ed of t and wi jueer t gs they d ) el t n As the ] p rma 
sely Fa mmeiyv arid their pec rities and j{ ca ent exan es re, dis 
s what I call Intensity d the Intense in human v v flicted 1 \ : maids ar sWa ce 
r alse ‘ I ] evide V as Mr I nas Carly vyome who t r 1 
“ d say, this is a tall t& desery e other trea amlet of Englas S iW r 
we intend give it at pres At et r studies were daily fixe a 
1 one, lor some few im s cas I us I take stra : efr \ 
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positively quite a holy kind of bond. Won't you let me persuade I at with dust , had now gro : | ' THE ESSAYIST 

you to take one glass of win Well! as you please, as you ‘ 4 
lease,” he added, helping himself « n ° ht, my friends, i r. C t t 

(op eigpe Mr. Haredale, after a short ' ae Soe es 

which he had eyed hi ! face from time t ntent 

“vou have the 

deceptio 
“Yo 

terrupted y 


1o separate 
if, for inst 
you inte 
“N 

the other, & 
comiortahiy 
which you 
deserve vo 
few little 


You sec 


and mo' 
could hav« 


far, and 


gret 


of my | 


Asti 
stairs fort 
sgrecd 
vad pulled 
involved 
Willet agree« 
naby, as the 
, were to make 
the glasses 

Under t! 
utered t 
for a boot 
he leant 
ed to look ver 


was near 
opening his 


5 
‘ the showr 


some surpr é intm : I g them 
blood. He took occasion, to examur go eman as ¢ 


was 


) in I . fo n, Tuck, Maid M 


st, the eag 


Amidst 
Three phantom sy 
he fir 


ly as he co 1, expect ») discover sur oop-holes in hi 


i} tic masks 
son, pierced bv his adversary's sword nding none, | I lapp d his sprea . 
ay-t 


and observing in course time that his guest was as cool ar . He fix'd his ti: yn bosom fast, 


ruffled, both in dress mp as he had bee } j And de —** Slave! J am the Past 


Jolin at last heaved j sigh, ar ran to think | had hat hast th lo that's worthy of 


been ght t t I ord of immortal! fame 


room s weil 


vrOKE 
t I heard a seray 
‘the Future 


yentie womal 
u 


ess a 


barrassme t t > bed-room, 
was nearly as lar as th ‘ ror hich they had come, * Awake! awake I giorious rest y 


and held t ire { armth, a great old spectral And seek thy fort boundless west May-dav } 


bedstead, hur th { | t amented a Just then I woke—the | torm was o'er as t peasa 


J 
. ct J t wit plume of vers that had once The old Dutch clock ! as before 
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: rs Ss TIONS “ Your Augustus, Madame Pichard? Pray explain marr I determined to take orders ; I abandoned the idle pur- 
GRIGENAR CRANSEeeN sali ‘I was born at Boulogne, if it please your lordship At fif suits of my youth, and devoted myself to study and prayer. | 
V beauty, and I suppose, when || returned 


ae ee ee mee ee 


teen, they called me the to France, | preached some thirty years, when I was 
—, . 
POETICAL VERSIONS. sichasen. tees ont touch + het eusees me. okt, 
| to tell you a love- Margaret are 


Ir ng t h ‘ going t 
, ora g cK ner ¢ . I am going 


m sir,’ said the nominated 1e see I now occ upy You must stay with me 
both of vs so old and so changed now, that 


the remembrance of the past You see 
fancy was fed by a mere illusion, the object of 
before your eyes, vet you did wot know 
Nothing is lasting in this world, my child, 


BY MR ARMSTRONG 
there I n 


THE GOOD OLD WOMAN now th 
your first | was 
ne you 
I think I can see | vanity and vexation of spirit.” 
Madame Pichard continued 


he was what « very model of a carefy! 
was Augustus, a \ | h The servants her, and believed 
He soon was crazy, ior ! ear I mutter to herself 

thought she was aione, 


and mv mot ut of 
When one ¢ nis lordsh rf 
D girl to take care o 





ORIGINAL TALES. 


GENEVIEVE. 
The good die first.— Wordsworth 


inks of the 

nmer nigh ow ol sunse 
ipon wouds and shadows of 
r down upon the oices from tl 
drowsy tinkling o! 

landal = ¢ ae last rays of 
your lordship knew what a delig! 
ahteen, and has been 
roc 


Ww 
r ong under 


moving 


At a short distance be 


love, love only coulk 
den vessel was loosed from 


s harp a bolder not 
saw us, 8s 
| woman, by my cine J 

t t gustus against his 
ce my . 
himseil he wou 


ir to see me s 


lesperately. My fat! 


fought d 


Aug * head, , on the 


where 


mes that 


irk defeat came gher, . I 
} v n ACH i€ 


i-wreaths were } 
hy cheerful fire, fl F f ama - 
“ ingie ol , Y ! t wecas aly 
thy lover sung wh y : 
here was a yo hollow in 
a t hawicker basket ) ! it his line was 
ung with a look 
fall of that 


jusiasm, and deep, pensive fe ug, to the Ing 


ppier hours, c musk When it ceased, a tear in his eye It 
; moot 


fresh flowers : am . 
] { } i s my story 


inces soar to heaven higher x A ‘ 
on jisome Crussy ’ 
r meeting trembie on thy tongue— : t e ppoorwil 
° ‘ houg I led my father, : ¢ i 
1 ) rou ) 10r n, al the heavy 
r 


And, good old woman, by thy cheerful fire, . 
( no doubt he enii 
vei iron mat du tower, 


Sing o'er the songs that once thy lover sung ’ 
s uging low with sullea roar 


THE BISHOP AND HIS HOUSEKEEPER. ymanc 


In acity inthe south of Fra: hich we will not name at 
present, there | go a bishop, a kind, amiable old eyes, and waving 
man, severe to t to others, so good and chari- , I ypose, my good lady, that you 
table that every | y loved him. His house was a model of pro- was the 
priety anc It was managed by an old housekeeper, 
Madame Picl In a bachelor’s establishment the supreme 
authority is always exercised by a lady Madame Pichard was 
the very model of housekeepers, and every thing went on admir ' i 
Her only source of trouble was i t gy pedo! 
! I i ri Ss 


under her administration 
rrow, as 


ably 
her husband, a drunken, quarrelsome old man, who, at tl 


he time 
of our story, was carried off by a dropsy, produced by his excess Ut at oF . paON Va gah at ! , . ’ . 
hop went up to his house : aim > 
thi ! \ ! F po I a here was 


A few days after his death the bis 
itimacy 


es 
keeper's apartment to pay her a visit of condolence 
“ Well, my dear madam,” began his lordship, ** I have callec bs of m, you a\ far t 10 | rt 
to endeavour to console you in your afflictions You must not 9 on ne US val : me : f a he, y may smile at 
lf, if he was to see you, >] } | j 1 1 ilses of feel- 

an t { t = ’ nusic of 


t | We are all mortal you know, and, sooner or 


~ deeply 


} 


you have both of l n I 10 g 
i ! of pathos as it 


come te the end o 


f our earthly pilgrimage. Your hus. 
t would have been better if he had not 
, , , ‘ ? } ' . the . at back to my 
1 drinking ll the mercy of heaven has ' I . a 1 wi m 
t Y ist heard 


| was a drunkard, that 

rowith; for 
liwed so long ndsomest y 
r which the bishop was ‘* Yes, Margaret, for 


* Was it you that I 
** Alas' yes, Margaret 


astonishment that he 


it you, vour lord : 
n y a tema! 


r busbar ‘ at my fat h 

Your lordship would not ary took off ! b list ur por 168] I f th : ) curtain was 
crown ] } { ness of youtn, 

glow 


how I came to be married.” 
’ } h tl ‘ | vou all in a very few ough It 
! h nd der expression 


“You must tell me all about 1 ‘ | ] 
r father, I fled across t! nti ) d 
t I rte m her forehead, 


‘urlosity of age 
“ And your lordship does not ig about my Augus- it onvel the gt ers gave 


d hers 


continued the housekeepe a melancholy tone 
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oo 
blue eye was turning away from the gaze of the spectator. He Many weeks of despondency passed away 


g 
that has seen such a face can never forget it. I have neverknown || Ge nevieve. They were sorrowful wecks 
a countenance so full of meaning, and gentleness, and affection— || had passed, and because my hopes of 


ld after day 


of all that we love in woman, and all that we wish for in life It were disappointed dav 


is before me now, with the richness and ripeness of youth, and the ‘In the meantime I had 


1 become 


melancholy tenderness of maturer vears ing, and was not 


My companion, observing my fixed gaze, drew me gently to a day, when my master had 


seat, and placing himself near me, said, “* That picture interests Naples, a tall, dark 


you Its history is the history of my life; so interwoven, link ordered me to prepare my « 


by link, was Aer being with my own But she has passed away, and accompany him to Lake 


and her death was a tragical one. It has cost me many a pang me at the name, for 
to see such beauty fade and die so soon, and sometimes mv feel 


1, my sweet bird,” man returt 


ings have been too deep for utterance. And y« 


‘ | 


continued he, speaking to > ul carrier-pigeon that flew pleasant ¢ 


down from its perch, and at ihat moment alighted upon his arm, ev 
“you no longer love so well the hight wind and the sunny air, 
since she that fed you and sheltered you shall no longer place her 


billet beneath vour wing, nor tie her t love-knot around vour 


neck.” He stopped speaking. ° bird looked wistfully 
his face, , ruffling the bright | ’ s neck, Dp reflection 
the portrait of its mistress, pecked delicate J i, take the like 


My new frien en and tend 


and went back to its perch uncaressec 

began his tale me, and 
“My name is Francisco. I am the son } : former life, had 

who lived upon the banks of Lake Gen my first interv 

of a person of higher rank, whose da yet 

compan on 

of rank, and we 

Our love at 


youth it be 


sistible feelin 


love, thev were 
advised my 
employ m« 

of alfe 


away 


all that I 


bitterness 


boy 100d 


a painter [ 


' 
leaving 


lec 

that had 
I Was sitt 
garden, 


wat 


ened 4 

and pe 

that was plaving 

folding its tired w 

back from Genevieve : was 
A rich vo ’ man was urg 
were fas 

me mad 

vithout 

noun 


I co 


neva 
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correspond¢ 
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1 been taken 


Here c 
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plenty to do and good wages ‘You n é 1 your arms at the full moon, and disagreeable at, it was rarely spoken 


en ! I to be mentioned, it was noticed 


he always had a joke upon his tongue, ha could work — sit down h 1 the I side where the wrong was done igh, wi 
with the best. When at other times blacksmith’s work was scarce, Betwixt twiligl ig »e some of the good peo- ‘ oke o r( wit reverence than hereto 
he walked down to Kenmare, which was about ten miles off, and ple, and y¢ " hem softly, and tell them that your he had been wont ideed, Pat was 


generally managed to find « mpioyment in some as a ! r b ght the childher as a peace merry than he used be, an sillen was s¢ 


vessels. On his return there was always a ge, i rin’ ven, whin th t . rl, you must make 

middle of a small bit of land, a bright fire, a ¢ , an V ) I ,u turl in a twelve- 

child crowing in the cradle, to we lcome Y . ) ner il ar, is 
Pat's industry generally found enoug 


fortab!y through the winter l 


failed to get some ind a s¢ 


ful of meal and a p r two to } s bag 
while there was always a soft voice to gladden h 


‘heaven speed ye," as the door was shut bel ind him 


Pat and Ellen had been married alvout two years, w 


Sunday morning in with the (ittie girl, they were 


ing by an old thorn gr ira } ‘I 

wished a branch of the th a whi i “th no other way 

his knife to cut it; bu en laid her hand upon his arm and } hild this very nig 

said, he old woman depar 
What you goin’ : ty, having been 


»pped 


t 
lor 


Sure it 


own mother t if 1 in’ undl I nv ort! nd b] ( t ned t ie morfling 


night when the moon was shinin ! } pon the earth, and, : and g poe ie a what had passed in the 


** But the mother might have been 1 n. bE , that o t " , ] . P joved many delicacies 

We you've heard how Tim Dola nat | é :. ( t I tiliness olt scene impressed > ri t th It was noticed by the 
end of the lake, had his rig hand withe i } i i g Ol awe He i t to account for tl! ( f “nlar reverence to 
thorn that grew alone im a by-place ju hi | if “au . but none of them him, le family, t 


ould mother M'Grath savs the fairies | ‘ m " ° } h ! } t llen’s watching 


ther 1 anvthin’ else, and sure she ought to know, f she lost I : } 1 | ym, i from though , } ' he acres al 


three childhren by the ‘ little people :’ besides there's thorns u al ! t » alt had made the trial, v t though tod 
by the house that you can cut, and no harm to any one 


‘* Come now, Ellen, you're too rasonable to belave all 
" Ml m . j 
ther Mrraths three chiidhren died with the convuls 


mysell that saw them have them more than wanst; a 


rim Dolan, it's not everythin’ he says I'd iike to be takin’ for the 


thruth. The thorns by the house are not half so high as this, and moonight, 


though I'd be sorry to desthroy the house the good people if soon clasped Ellen in | 
thev really lived in the thorn-bush, I don't care to balk the child ‘Ellen, agra, where 


for a fancy I'o tell the thruth, I doubt whether you belave it foolish enough to lave the ch 
yourself, tor you re too purty to be so foolish.” ** Whist, whist, Patrick, ma vournee 
Ellen smiled, and the compliment, perhaps, removed her ob ‘ Ellen e hung trem! 


yections, lor the little girt ran on belore them with a branch of 
the thorn-bush in her hand Sut the { } | ] Ve not 
That night the child was very uneasy in hed, and in the morn- ** Do ve think that I loved the clu you do 
lay on its back with its eves wide open, neither moving Wasn't it dear to me as my heart's blood’ And when I saw the 


when called, hor appearing to recognize iis mother, or to know child turnin’ to be a mathera/, was I not near bein’ crazy along dD ESU I ro R \ S I I E cCTIO N 
~ se ‘ . 4, s 
what was passin about it Even when dressed and stood upon v it. It was our only chance, Pat, and a sore thing 


th 


ing it 








it was tu 
the floor, it would take a few steps and then sit down, remaining urt with it; but heaven knows I acted for the best FIVE MINUTES. 


as still as if carved out of stone, only moving its head occasion- Pat said no more, but supported her into the house, and whe I was sitting in Kensington Gardens on a calm and beau 
ally to gaze about the room with a vacant stare Phe child ap- | the sleep of exhaustion fell upon her, went out to the old haw- summer evening 4 clock at some distance struck eig 
peared to have no pain, but spoke not a word, nor laughed, nor || thorn. The moon was still shining, and by its light he saw the took out my watch to ascertain whether they agree 


cried ; in short, it seemed perfectly stupid hawthorn distinctly, but no child was near it, and he heard no 


so to a second. Unconsciously I fell into a deep reverie, ind iced 
When Ellen saw her sprightly, prattling child of yesterday sound save once or twice what seemed the notes of far-distant | 1e stillness of all around ; and on awaking from ind that 
thus suddenly made dumb, and so completely changed, she was || music : my watch in the same position—having, in my ab- 
half-distracted, and Pat himself was frightened In the morning Pat entreated his wife to tell him how she left nd, forgott setura it to my weistecet 
The apothecary of the next village was called in. He took ad- || the child. She had gone to the old thorn and sat down upon the | glanced at it, and found it was exactly five minutes 
vantage of the case to sell sume harmless medicines, but the lit- ground on the side where the branch had been cut off “ 


and re- so that I had dreamily meditated away five minutes 
! " ne net " > n ; ‘ > . } 
tle gir! remained in the same state mained ihus for some time, neither hearing nor seeing anything oo 1 aware of the lapse 


Things went on in this way for some weeks. Ellen was sel- As she sat rocking herself to and fro, wrapped up in her cloak, | brought on another trait 
dom or never seen to smile; Pat's hammer rang less merrily || she got drowsy, and for a little while did not recollect anvthing | this ine minutes, w 
upon the anvil than it used to of old; he took a longer time to that took place, till suddenly tl ld leapt in her arms, and as 1ad passed with other 1c it had :eht happiness 
put a shoe upon a horse's foot, and seemed to have forgotten all | she lifted up her head and looked about, she saw, where the haw- iser h n th | i he lives of 
his jokes thorn bush had been, what seemed a smal! house or castle, no | mar nd ad | vat fi lulls } n the dull 
At length, one morning, Ellen perceived something darken the higher than the bush, and full of windows, which were | down 


1 from 
threshold in her old blue cloak at the chief entrance manv persons gaily dressed but 


} 


door, and on looking up saw mother M’'Grath standing on the illuminated The sound of merry music came fort 


diminutive 


‘Heaven save you, Ellen O'Doilly.” in size appeared constantly arriving and going ir On 

‘Heaven save you, Mrs. M'’Grath,”’ said Ellen as she handed || towards her one of the chief towers appeared in ruins, and through 
her a seat the gaps she could see figures dancing w.thin 

y h 
“The O'Briens beyant have been tellin’ me that the good peo- Suddenly there was a greater commotion than ever at the en- me 
7 , > th 5 Y ] > > YT he »} > ” “Cc q j ll > rat ] ty t » 

ple have looked with an evil eve upon the childher trance, and all seemed gathered a it some important personage ynceal her emotion 
‘I'm afeard they've tould you the thruth,” said Ellen, as the who had just arrived. Ellen thinking this the best, and perhaps I e invalid—she 
é ' 


tears rose in her eves, * but Pat is loth to belave it’s them.”’ the only opportunity, bent over, and in a low voice offered them 

** Sure it's no use to deny it, you can tell by the look of it,” her child, though her heart was | ng fast. ‘Thereupon he who Jack 
answered the old crone as she turned towards the child, which seemed the chief, in a clear sweet voice directed her to lav t vo and dress 
was sitting in the middle of the floor gazing about with its usual || child down by the castle-gate, but Ellen still held it fast, a . : wly—vawn 
vacant stare. “Sure I've rason to know,” continued she, ** for manded an oath in the name of Finvar that they would it wemeale 
there was my own three childhren, even to my youngest boy, and uninjured in a twelvemonth [ was some whispe 


a purty likely child he was as ever the sun shone upon nd all them, and a moving im and out of the building, but a 
pon ; all g g 


because, in spite of what was tould him, my father chose to dig heard the oath repeated by the same person who had spoken 


upa fairy-forth. From that time the family has been goin’, till fore, and with ling hands she laid the child down before the 
there's only myself, that’s a lone woman, left, and , astle-gate. Her eyes were blinded with tears, her heart, too, 


nearly come. But, Mrs. O'Doilly, there's wan way to save the throbbed till her head grew dizzy, and when she wiped away her 
childher if you choose to thry it.” tears the castle had disar f 1, and she saw 

Ellen's attention was aroused immediately, and she exclaimed, |. Shimmering moonlight, a1 Id thorn 
“ Tell me, tell me, in the name of heaven, and it's not long I'd | 0 the grass. She looked ab for the cl 


g, and with a heavy heart turned 


lave it undone.” nor heard anythin 
“T got it from an ould gipsy while my child was sick, and | || homeward 


was sick too with care and trouble, so the child died before I had The matter was soon known in the neighbourhood, and manv yf together » remains uninjur the ser falls, mor 


; \ 
strength to thry i discussions were held upon it. But as they saw the subject was woul pponent rut him—eve feeling o! 
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Amono the many 


and, we believe, it is not more than three or four years since circumstances 


suits) he had devoted 


he is entirely self-taught 
also sings with much taste and expression, but his voice, 


tunities of judging for 


words to German mus 


poetry, but, at the same time, they read as we ll as sing harmoniously 


** Song of the Bell,’ 


thouga his original pe 


ment to induce him to 


rising generation rendered capable of appreciati 


musical artists at present sojourning in this city we know of none whose talent is more worthy of commendable notice than that of Mr. F. W. Rosier. He is a native of England 
induced him to have recourse to music as a profession; although previous to that time (being engaged in mercantile pur. 
the principal part of his leisure hours to its cultivation as a recreation With the exce ption of some half-dozen lessons on the flute, immediately on leaving school, we bel ie 
and we need scarcely say his natural genius for music must have been great, since we have heard him play on the violoncello, viola, double bass, flute, and guitar. He 
(a tenor,) though of pleasing quality of tone, does not possess much power. As a composer, the readers of the Mirror have lately had oppor- 
themselves, as several songs by him have already made 


their appearance in its pages, and we hope many more are likely to do so; but it is chiefly as an adapter of Englist 
There is in Mr. K.’s adaptations a combination rarely met with in translations, for they not only carry the spirit of the original 


c that the musical circles are indebted to hin 


Among the many splendid compositions thus place d within reach of the amateur, we would particularize Schiller’s immortal]! 
’ both adapted to the music of Andreas Romberg, and published in London, where they are often performed by the professional and amateur societies. A)}.- 





and ** Power of Song 








etry does not perhaps evince any very great loftiness of thought, still there is always a degree of elegance in its versification which bears witness of a refined and cultivated . 
mind : several of his minor pieces have lately appeared in our columns Mr. Rosier intends devoting his time entirely to teaching, and we sincerely trust that he will meet with sufficient encourage 
determine upon making our city his permanent abode, for it Is by such artists, who quietly * pursue the even tenour of their way,”’ that musical taste is to be unproved, and our 
g : , an . 
g its highest excellence With these remarks we again present the readers of the Mirror with a musical gem, politely furnished us by Mr. Rosier 
. , ; 7" 
LOVELY NIGHT. 


MUSIC BY WEBER. WORDS FROM THE GERMAN BY F. W. ROSIER. COMPOSED EXPRESSLY FOR THE NEW-YORK MIRROR 
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ORIGINAL MISCELLANY. 


SPRING THE SEASON OF HOPE. With wearying toil, and dark solicitude, 
. . And wasting griefe which mey not be subdued And puff dull care away 
Wuence thy unutterable charm, oh Spring ng gr ’ . dued ; It warme the nose. and cheers the hear 
From the dark earth wand-touched and wakening* Yet e’en o'er these her angel-visits seem To friendship’s sacred ties : 
To trace once more th’ impression of youth's dream— For “ trifles light as air” impart 


With s gh so ge ntle that its tone doth seem 


Freighted with music of a happy dream 


When Time unnoted swept his leaden wing ; 
Whose spirits wander through the realms of light 
Unharmed, unscathed by universal blight 


Imbibing beauty where alone ‘tis given, 


*Mid shrieks and tempests that appal the brave 
. : 3 . ; And left thee but a sorry prototype 
And fragrance, from the azure fields of heaven ; Sits at the helm through th’ elemental war, Of what thou wert when oriental lip 
To bloom again on earth, with form renewed, And points to heaven, where gleams her polar-star Quaffed inspiration to his very so 
Her beamy smile, a soft reflective light, Nor cared for all the world while he could sip 


Sweet'ners of life 


From dreamy realms and long captivity 
Flowers and blossoms shall again be free ' 


And tender leaves, munificent to bless, 


Shall robe anew t 


And spicy verdure animate the plain, 
While flitting-cloud and beam alternate reign 


To watch the startling vegetative tide, 


From th’ limb’s fi 


To feel the balmy circumambient air, 

Like a sweet presence haunting every where - 
The presence of the loved, restored again, 

To bring with it forgetfulness of pain; 


To hear the murmuring rivulet wander by, 


With its unweary 
The sylvan minst 


With tuneful legend jubilant again 
These are delights—and ravishing to feel 
Their soothing influence o'er the senses steal a 


And ‘tis thy ge 


More than all sea 


To its own music ! 


Existence to the 


Stilly and dark on th’ soul's unstrung lyre, 


Till she shall tune anew the trembling wire ; 


Then sweeping 0 


To eonte mplate the fairy-visions wrought 


In giddy youth, ‘mid revelry anc 


Blithe is the strain for those who glide along “The old pipe !"—there it hangs, a relic of the “ olden time.” , , ; 
1 song It w , } »by “R 1» ob Printed and published every Saturday morning by the proprietor 
gy as presented to me bv \us:ell, the vocalist, as a parting DANIEL FANSHAW, atk Bookst N T s 
: wi 4 ; s at his Bookstore street e 
Fair scenes encompassing, and bright as even, memento. ‘ Take that, my friend,” said he, “ ‘tis all I have; |; give potiars per annun payable advance. Alllet 
‘ < ’ iun a oe, ina ases n vance ‘ 


When all the landscape seems a part of heaven ' and, when you smoke it, remember me.” ters must be post-paid. and directed 


The dream of flowers that were but slumbering 


‘er it, rouse each some thought 


To sad maturity a peal she rings rhough this old pipe is crumbling fast, 
And mould'rng to dec av, 


Softened and low—depressed with many things ;— 
Yet still I prize it lor the past, 


} 
Tinging remembrance with the hue again A charm which never dies 


Of th’ one oasis pictured on the brain 
THE OLD PIPE. 


All feel her spirit-stirring influence HI 
Where throbs the heart or glows intelligence From some old Turk, a hundred years ago 


She guides the vessel safely o'er the wave, No doubt thou hast descended, * poor old pipe.’ 


-_ 
. Time, with its withering grasp, has been thy foe, 








in haunt or solitude ' 
Ambrosial fragrance from thy spicy bowl, 
Poor old pipe! 


Changeful in aspect, yet for ever bright 


The welkin-bow upon the humid air 
O'er dark clouds resting beautifully fair’ Thou'st seen some service in thy time, “old pipe,” 
And wouldst, if thou couldst speak, tell] wond'rous tales, 


How some “ dark-eyed one,”’ witt periection ripe 





As falls the silent dew upon the plain 


he shadowy wilderness ; 
With liquid gems to deck it o'er again, , ; : ; 
Grew jealous of the weed her lord exhales 
So falls her mantle in some pensive hour j , 
On p irple ottoman or soft divan ; 
} alae 7 ; A 2 , 
Upon the heart, producing leaf and flower Thou’st fill’d the harem with thy circling fume, 
By her inspired, kind attributes assume Thy glory now, alas! its race hath ran, 


rst bud to th’ wild’s umbrageous pride ; 
A form, and all the mental bower is bloom ' And long since pass‘d away with thy perfume, 
’ Poor old pipe! 


Prophet of sweet illusions! not less dear 


That they are ever followed by a tear; How Russell got thee, thereby “ hangs a tale ;" 
And though evanishing, the dearer held, Conjecture whispers, but conjecture lies 
He purchased thee in Venice—at a sale— 


And reared again—again to be dispelled ! F * 
. . rom an old gipsy, on “the bridge of sighs 
. loony Blest Hope! thou art beneficently given, . e . . 
ing, dear soliloquy I . 5 He puff'd away—and moralizing thought, 


7 ’ < > Fy > % - , * . " ‘ 
rel, traversing the glen, Where rests the foot on earth or eve on heaven If this pipe’s worth a sous, my pipe’s worth more 
And Spring, thy season, in her flow’ret hath From this old gipsy I have wisdom bought— 
Presented o'er the busy world thy path w I*]] tune my pipe upon another shore, 


Poor old pipe ' 


He quit “ the land of poesy and song,” 





ntle province, Spring, t’ impart— 1 
sons—Horkr, that awakes the heart | a a ee er Seen aaa 0 eo apn tthe 
Hope, whose touch can bring Dear Mr. Eviror—There is a melancholy pleasure connected . R. pry a pede rag eae , 
fancies slumbering with the reminiscences of ** by-gone days ;” they irresistibly con- Thou'rt useless now—thy tube is out of tune, 
jure up “the tales of other times” when “ we were boys to- Like an old harpsichord, or chordless harp— 


Therefore I'll give thee, as a friendly boon, 
(And let him smoke it, if he can.) to Sharpe, 
Poor old pipe! 


gether.” Sensibility forgets in their fond remembrance the dull 
realities of passing life, and turns with avidity to the laughing 


hours of vouth, when its enamelled path was redolent of flowers 
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